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A SUNDAY ON THE SURREY HILLS
(From The, Pall Mall Gazette, 25 April 1888)

\ I am not a born cockney I have no illusions on the subject
t of the country. The uneven, ankle-twisting roads; the dusty
L hedges; the ditch with its dead dogs, rank weeds, and
^ swarms of poisonous flies; the groups of children tor-
turing something; the dull, toil-broken, prematurely old agri-
cultural laborer; the savage tramp; the manure heaps with their
horrible odor; the chain of mile-stones from inn to inn, from
cemetery to cemetery: all these I pass heavily by until a distant
telegraph pole or signal-post tells me that the blessed rescuing
train is at-hand. From the village street into the railway station
is a leap across five centuries from the brutalizing torpor of
Nature's tyranny over Man into the order and alertness of
Man's organized dominion over Nature.
And yet last week I allowed myself to be persuaded by my
friend Henry Salt and his wife to "come down and stay until
Monday*' among the Surrey hills. Salt, a man of exceptional in-
telligence on most subjects, is country mad, and keeps a house
at a hole called Tilford, down Farnham way, to which he retires
at intervals, subsisting on the fungi of the neighborhood, and
writing articles advocating that line of diet and justifying the
weather and the season to "pent-up" London. He entertained
no doubt that a day at Tilford would convert me from ruro-
phobia to rurolatry; and as he is a sensible companion for a
walk and a talk—if only he would, like a sensible man, confine
himself to the Thames Embankment—I at last consented to the
experiment, and even agreed to be marched to the summit of
a scenic imposture called Hindhead, and there shewn the downs
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